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The Day The Earth Hatched 


It was a Tuesday. Yes, it was definitely a Tuesday that it happened. Rob was 
sure of it. Yes, because he’d had a job interview at McDonald's that Tuesday 
and he’d been on his way to that particular job interview when it happened. 

That was the day the earth hatched. 


It could have just been an ordinary earthquake, a large one, but it could have 
been no more than that. If it wasn’t for what happened next. 

The earthquake started when he was walking along Manners Mall towards 
McDonald's, he was almost there but the earthquake was rather violent so he 
couldn’t go any further. By the time the next thing happened there were big 
cracks everywhere and not just in the road, a big crack tore open right in 
front of him, the biggest one yet, with something way down at the bottom of 
it, something that looked like flat ground. For some reason he felt he should 
be down there, he didn’t know why, he just did. So he went down to the new 
ground, he jumped, or maybe another jolt tossed him. He fell down, he hit 
something and rolled, and rolled, and rolled, and ... fell, and ... landed and 
didn’t roll. 


He just lay there for what must have been half an hour, or maybe an hour, 
somewhere between curled up and splayed. Then he slowly got up and 
opened his eyes. Other people had fallen too, most now half asleep like he'd 
just been and some vehicles, some of which hadn't survived the fall, though 
most had. He on the other hand seemed fine, well, lightly bruised, but 
nothing more. He looked up, he'd fallen/rolled a long way from Manners Mall, 
a very long way, and there was a sort of a stone/dirt roof some distance 
above them, with occasional cracks in it through which people and vehicles 
had fallen. Then he noticed that other people were still falling, and some 
animals too, he sort of ran and somehow managed to break the fall of one of 
them without further hurting himself in the process. He was too tired just 
from that, to break anyone else's fall, so he went and tried to rouse a man 
lying nearby. 

“Hmm?...Oh...” 

He and the man (who eventually introduced himself as Joseph) slowly went 
round helping as many as they could, luckily there was only one person 
trapped underneath a vehicle. Eventually there was no one else falling and 
they had a breather. 

Then the ground tilted, and they all started tumbling and rolling downhill, 
more gently than the fall from Manners Mall, but almost as long before they 


hit flat ground, and this time no one was even hurt let alone trapped beneath 
one of the vehicles that had followed them down the slope. 

They got up and started looking around. There were about one or two 
hundred of them. Then Rob looked up again, now things were just getting 
queer, there was one huge piece of rock or earth breaking up the rock roof, 
and strangely enough there weren't any pieces falling down, althrough he 
did feel a breath of wind from somewhere, there was definitely something 
strange going on. 

“Hey the radio in this car is working!” someone shouted “There's some sort 
of international broadcast about what's happening!” 

“Turn it up So we all can hear,” said Joseph as they crowded around the car. 
The broadcast was American, NASA it seemed or someone reporting on their 
behalf: "One of NASA's satellites snapped this clip, and it looks like some 
giant dinosaur or dragon or something is hatching from the earth itself, as if 
the earth was a giant egg or something. Neither biologists nor geologists 
have any kind of explanation for this. ... Actually | think it looks more like a 
dragon than any kind of dinosaur.” 

Rob thought for a minute, “So does this mean that we fell through a crack in 
its 'egg shell’ and we're now on the skin of this planet sized dragon thing?” 
Which would also mean that the one huge piece of rock or earth he'd seen 
before, breaking up the roof, was the head of the dragon thing, eating the 
eggshell, and they were on the skin, some distance away from the shell. 

“| Suppose so” said Joseph “welcome to this new world.” 

“Looks a bit empty.” someone said, then Rob noticed something, the ground 
beneath his feet was changing, it wasn't shifting this time, something was 
pushing up through it, it was grass, pushing through the rocky dirt that had 
been there before. Then he noticed other things pushing through the dirt as 
well, trees and stuff. 

“| hope those trees fruit as quickly as they grow” he said “I'm hungry.” 

Then he noticed what else was growing. 

“Carrots! Well any flowers on those trees would have to be pollinated before 
we'd get any fruit anyway. That looks like silverbeet.” 

“So we've got food, and we probably will find enough for everyone here. But 
where do we get water from?” said a woman who introduced herself as 
Jackie. 

So while some people gathered veggies and some gathered plant material 
suitable for sleeping on, several groups went looking for a source of fresh 
water. Soon a bubbling spring was found, not far from where the main group 
was. The spring looked rather new and fed a small stream. They agreed not 
to use the stream for a toilet and instead started digging a long drop, not too 


close to where they eventually set up a rough camp. However, without any 
tents or anything to make tents from, they slept in the open that night. 


It was a couple of weeks after the day the earth hatched. The camp had 
improved, they had some hut-like dwellings made from sticks, leaves, grass 
and mud, with sort-of beds made from grass and the skins of animals they'd 
managed to hunt over the last few days with stones and crude spears made 
from sharpened sticks. None of them were that good at hunting yet, but they 
were getting better. They even had a garden with irrigation and were in the 
process of building a small stick fence. The flowers on the fruit trees had 
been pollinated quickly and they already had some of the fruit that was still 
growing fast at the moment. They had also had a brief look around some of 
the other hills nearby, as well as the main hill next to their camp, which 
seemed to almost be more of a mountain. 

Then came the call from the lookout they'd posted further up the main hill 
(almost a small mountain now), warning them that what they'd been waiting 
two weeks for was approaching, another group of human beings. Rob had 
been just about to go on a short hunting and look-around trip, so instead he 
and his fellow hunter went out to greet the other group and lead them back 
to the camp (assuming they were friendly). 

The other group was friendly and just a little smaller than their own and 
when they got back to camp they found out who they were and where they 
were from. It seemed that the other group had started much like theirs but 
had landed among lower hills further away from the small mountain that 
already loomed above the camp and nearer to an even lower land. Then, a 
little over a week ago, they had met up with and joined, a much larger group 
of people from the lowlands and they had come here, further into the high 
hills as a scouting party for what was now their main group, hoping to find 
other groups of people and invite them to join the main group. 


It was decided after much discussion that most of their group would go down 
to join this larger group, while a few would stay here and keep this camp as 
an outpost. They were asked to bring with them what vehicles (which they 
hadn't used much recently since the broadcast) they could and it turned out 
to be mainly just the motorbikes and a few four wheel drives that could 
handle the hills. Someone would come back for the others later perhaps with 
better equipment to carry them. 


Rob left with the others but planned to be on the first relief for those keeping 
the outpost. When they got there, after hiking for most of the day, he saw 


that the lowlands were indeed big, and that this main group were building a 
whole city, and were making good progress too, they already had many mud 
brick buildings and some wood buildings completed and many more in 
progress. 


They were taken to the administration building where they had to give their 
name and age. They were told that there were also several other cities in the 
making in these lowlands that this city had communicated with, via 
exploration parties and messengers, sometimes on horseback. They could 
use Cars as well, but they didn't want to waste petrol until they had at least 
found a new oil field. While they were building their cities they were also 
starting to make roads between the cities. 


Over the next couple of weeks Rob spent time helping with the building, 
working on the farms and learning horse riding and archery. He decided not 
to start work on his own house until he came back from his one month at the 
outpost, so meanwhile he stayed in the mens’ dormitory on a farm. 


At the end of the two weeks he went with a group of thirty people to the 
outpost to relieve the group currently on duty there. As well as the main 
group there were also two people that came along to lead the other group 
back to the city. When they finally got to the outpost they noticed that the 
stick fence was finished and had been strengthened with mud and that the 
huts had improved slightly. They managed to succeed in bringing down a 
wild pig between them that evening, with their hunting bows and a few 
spears, so they ate well. 


The next morning they went out exploring in groups while some stayed at 
the camp. The large group that Rob was in climbed up to the top of the large 
hill or small mountain behind the outpost, which took them almost an hour 
and then split in two, both going down the other side of the hill but one 
group going diagonally left and the other group going diagonally right. Rob 
was in the group that went left. It took them about another hour to get down 
the hill, then they walked along a valley. After trekking along the valley for 
quite a while, they stopped at a fork in the valley and took a break while one 
of them roughly mapped their progress so far, and then went up the right- 
hand valley. They had brought fur sleeping bags, a few matches and their 
hunting bows with them so they hunted and foraged their dinner and spent 
the night in that valley. 


They got up early the next morning and after a quick breakfast of fruit they 
put out the fire, packed and continued up the valley. They had only been 
walking for about an hour when they heard a shout from their left. They 
looked up but didn't see anyone, but they did see a large ledge and what 
could be a cave. They couldn't see any way up but when Rob ran a little way 
ahead he spotted a possible route. He called the rest of the group over and 
they carefully made their way up to the ledge. When they got there they 
were greeted enthusiastically by four people. 


The new group of four had been tramping when the earth hatched and had 
landed in this valley. Without knowing the way out of the hills and being too 
small a group to do any serious scouting they had been stranded, although 
they had originally been living further up the valley and had only been living 
here for a week. 

“When we set out for a tramp together, we didn't expect to be in the 
wilderness for a whole month”, one of them said, “so we're very glad to see 
you. By the way, do you have any idea what happened?” 

“Come with us back to our main camp,” Rob said. “We'll tell you when we 
get there.” 

It took them another two days to get back to the outpost. Back at the 
outpost they told the new group what happened... the earth hatched, and 
while they had quite a reaction to that, they did believe it especially after 
remembering the experience. 


The rest of the month they spent there was reasonably uneventful. They 
found that the hills got higher the further in you went and decided that the 
hill behind the one behind the outpost could definitely be called a mountain. 
They also put steps up to the top of the small mountain behind the outpost 
and built a lookout platform at the top of the steps. 

"| wonder how long it will be before we have a pass right through the 
mountains." 

"Probably a long time, some of those more distant ones look impossibly 
high." 

“Hmm. Higher than any on earth back before the hatching." 


After the month was up, a group of forty people came to relieve them, so 
they packed their things, including some food for the walk, and left, the new 
four with them. They were a bit over halfway back to the city when a rock 
exploded in front of Rob. He fell backwards and felt something land on top of 
him and then scramble off again before he blacked out. 


He woke up feeling hungry in his mind but not in his stomach. Then he 
noticed the creature beside him. The dragon (for that is what it appeared to 
be) was rather small. It was only a hatchling! Then it struck him that it had 
been an egg hatching before, not a rock exploding. Then he suddenly 
realised that the hunger in his mind was not his own but the dragon's. 
Without hesitation he sat up, grabbed his pack of food and gave some small 
pieces of meat to the dragon. Then he almost fainted again, but one of the 
others of the group caught him and eased him back and put his head on his 
pack, the dragon's hunger had eased. The others didn't seem to mind the 
dragon, he realised, well, apart from landing on Rob it hadn't done anything 
dangerous yet and with the earth hatching and all, they were used to 
strange things happening. Besides, it seemed to like Rob. 

“You lot continue back to the city” he said “I'll...” 

“Three volunteers to stay here with Rob please” Job, the leader of this group, 
said immediately, and almost immediately four hands went up, the first three 
of which stayed with Rob and the dragon. Rob and the dragon rested while 
the rest of the group continued back to the city. 


The dragon was a sort of bronzy color and half crouching comfortably on all 
fours its shoulder was about forty centimetres above the ground. 

Rob wondered if it was just him that felt the dragon's hunger in his mind and 
if so, did that make him its...rider or something. Suddenly he felt a positive 
confirmation in his mind, for both questions. Was that the dragon? Again he 
felt the confirmation. 

Well then, he thought half to himself, half to the dragon, /f/'m your rider, or 
rider to be anyway, and you're...my dragon, | suppose, then what shall | 
name you? 

Polatnrr, the word suddenly appeared in his mind, stronger than the 
confirmations. 

“You know your own name!” he exclaimed out loud, attracting the attention 
of the other three. 

“What are you talking about?” one of them asked. 

“This is Polatnrr” Rob replied “and he seems to have a sort of telepathic link 
with me.” 


Back at the city, which had been named New Wellington, Job reported to the 
council that had formed. He gave a general report of what had happened 
while they'd been at the outpost, including the four new people. Then he 
mentioned what had happened on the way back. 


“A dragon hatched in front of him?” one of them said. 

"And it formed a bond with him you say?" 

“Then | suppose he'll be a dragonman or something?” 

“A dragon rider perhaps?” 

“I think it is possible, although the dragon is rather small at the moment” 
said Job “ but if it is so, then | think it would be a good idea to be friends with 
this dragonrider.” 


After Job left, the council kept discussing the issue. 

“Where do you house a dragon?” 

“Outside.” 

“| don't think the dragonrider would like that even if the dragon didn't mind.” 
“Well then how big do we build?” 

“Plan so big and then if the dragon out grows it then we use the building for 
something else, and they can build their own housing.” 

“We should get an architect on it.” 


When Rob eventually got back to New Wellington, with Polatnrr, the next 
day, he was told to report to the council and he found that there was lots of 
news. The roads between the cities were finished, including some that hadn't 
been started when he'd left. Also they were now in contact with many more 
cities, sometimes via closer cities in fact it sounded like the populations of 
most of the cities in the North Island of NZ were accounted for and according 
to the messengers and map makers, who had discussed it, seemed to be 
arranged together in a sort of evenly spread clump, rather than in the sort of 
stingray shape of what was the North Island of NZ back on the 'shell'. He also 
learned that a house for him and his dragon was already being built. 

“By the way” one of the council members called after him as he was leaving, 
“there are some strange reports that you might want to look at some time, 
from some of the cities at the edges of the 'clump'.” 


They were about two days walk out from New Hamilton, and they had made 
camp for the evening, Tama got up and walked a little way off from the 
camp. He noticed that a short distance away the ground disappeared from 
view, probably it sloped downwards. He went to have a look at the slope and 
as he got closer he realised that the slope must be quite steep. Then as he 
came up to the edge, he saw that it was almost a cliff, as he tried to step a 
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tiny bit closer to the edge he found that he couldn't, some invisible force was 
stopping him. He stepped back and carefully took a step forward, and with a 
very gentle touch he bumped into something, he tried going a few metres to 
his left and the same thing happened, puzzled he went back to camp. 


He discussed it with the others when he got back to camp, although they 
didn't have many more ideas about it than him. 

“So you think it's some kind of force-field?” 

“Maybe. Who knows?” 

The next day they packed up camp, moved closer to the cliff that Tama had 
found and started to scout along it in both directions, testing the force-field 
at regular intervals, but still it remained impassable and invisible. Eventually 
they just decided to move right along the force-field for a bit and then set up 
camp to write scouting reports and draw maps. That evening they also 
discussed the difficulties of map drawing in this new world. 

“We're lucky we don't have that many hills here. I've heard that the hills are 
still rising too fast to make any long term maps” 

“Yeah, but still, how can you say which way is north on a planet that's 
actually a dragon?” 

“Towards the head?” 

“And which way is that?” 

Some time later when Polatnrr was a bit more grown, he and Rob came to 
inspect this force-field, although it was very slightly visible now. Rob found it 
just as solid as the others had, but when Polatnrr touched it, it rippled. Rob 
tried it again and found that now, in that small portion of it (about 1.3m wide 
by 2m high) if he touched it gently he could slowly push through but if he 
slammed it, it was still solid. The other people with him found the same 
thing. They quickly found the boundaries of this portion and soon marked it 
out with a doorway of wooden poles. When he poked his head out Rob saw 
that they were actually on one side of a canyon with what could be another 
force-field on the other side. Later the people of New Hamilton started 
building a bridge across the canyon. 


Although there hadn't been any seasons yet, it had been a year by measure 
of days and Jackie still hadn't seen her husband since the day the earth 
hatched. She had moved to Masterton and adopted five dairy cows. With 
some help she had built herself a simple cottage and a cowshed and 
separated the cows from their calves. Despite the lack of seasons the plants 
and animals still seemed to be doing their thing. One evening she was just 
finishing the evening milking session when she saw a little creature trying to 
crawl into the milk bucket. At first she took it for an insect, but as she 
grabbed it to toss it away she took a closer look and saw that it looked more 
like a tiny lizard although there was almost a sort of vaguely amphibian look 
about it, although it did have six legs. She saw that it was drinking the milk 
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that was on her hands from milking! She put it in her pocket and went back 
to milking, when she had finished she gave the six-legged lizard a tiny bit 

more milk, put the cows in the shed for the night and put away the milk and 
milking stool. She ended up keeping the little lizard as a pet, first she kept it 


in her pocket, then a little box and eventually she found that she didn't need 
either as it stayed with her anyway. 


Middle Space 


Notes on the races of the Solar system. 


(Nb. Dwarves refers to the Dwarvish race while Dwarfs refers to individuals of that race, the 
same applies to Elves and Elfs) 
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The Dwarves of Earth are a strange race, especially when one considers 
their claim that theirs is the ancestral or original Human Race. The tallest 
members of the subspecies barely reach 2 metres tall thanks to their 
ridiculously high gravity. Some of them begin to get clumsy even in the 
Martian gravity well, all of them become clumsy in any gravity well smaller 
than that of Mars and are completely uncoordinated in microgravity, even 
compared to the Martians. Even with training on Mars or Luna, none of them 
ever reach the agility of the Asteroid Elves or Elves of the Gas Giants’ moons, 
although their physical strength is, as one would expect of their ridiculous 
gravity well, very high. 

They need frequent reminders of the most basic precautions of sealed living, 
lacking even the habits that Martians learn as children. Yet their industries, 
including those that relate to space travel (as they and sometimes the 
Martians, specify for what we simply call ‘travel’), rival even groups such as 
Asteroid Industries and the industrial branch of the Elven Union. What's 
more, most of those Dwarfs who choose to leave their own planet are often 
less fazed by unexpected situations than many Elfs. 


Call from the Wisps of Centauri 


(Partly inspired by Niven.) 
Dior son of Beren the Martian diplomat and Luthien the Elf diplomat 


Dior was Sailing out at the edges of the Solar system, depending on whether 
you included Oort cloud or not, getting to the outer edge of that would take 
years. He was taking a break after graduating from the Jovian University of 
Engineering on Europa. He had got his pilot's license at 10 Martian years old, 
slightly older than normal for elves but young for a Martian, his father was a 
Martian and his mother an elf, as sometimes happens among diplomats. 
Being the son of two diplomats, he was used to traveling regularly, he'd even 
been to the Venusian Cloud Colony, so staying on Europa for three Martian 
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years in a row while he studied had been a strange and slightly stressful 
experience for him. 


So now here he was, on a holiday that his parent's money allowed to go 
further out than most people went recreationally, away from the crowds of 
the bigger solar bodies, out here past the Kuiper belt, just him and the stars, 
and perhaps the possibility of a comet. He adjusted the solar sail to take him 
a little further out. 

Suddenly he noticed that his instruments were picking up a faint signal, 
possibly something similar to a beacon. But he wasn't near any of the 
registered beacons here, he'd been careful to avoid them as he'd wanted to 
be alone and not chatting to scientists or officials. He set the auto-sailor on a 
path to try to triangulate the source. 


As he approached it, he saw that it wasn't a beacon as such, but more like a 
probe or pod with a beacon attached. But it didn't look like any of the robot 
probe designs of the Elven Union, and they were the only probe users in the 
outer system, even research groups from the inner system used Elven 
probes for any research out here. Maybe it was a new prototype. Although, it 
did look vaguely familiar from something or somewhere else, maybe like 
something he'd seen in a museum. 


He brought it onboard and then repressurised the scoop hold before going in 
to look at it more closely. The inscription format on the casing was semi- 
familiar, but not enough for easy interpretation. Easy enough for the 
translation app though. 

Wait a minute. Centauri! The Whispering Wisps! It was a message pod from 
the Wisps of Centauri! That was the museum piece he'd been reminded of. It 
had been over a century since the last one of these, that was why they were 
called The Whispering Wisps, because since the original colony ship left the 
only evidence of their continued survival was these occasional message 
pods. Interstellar transport technology hadn't yet developed enough for more 
than that. This was only the fourth message pod... so it might be quite 
valuable. 


The Asteroid Industries wouldn't care for it, they were industry only. Some of 
the Elven Universities might be keen for it, but how much budget did they 
have? 

He'd probably get the best price from the Martian Information Trading and 
Technological Expansion Northern Society, (no one knew why the ‘Northern’ 
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was still left in there now that they had campuses and trade offices all over 
Mars and not just in the old Northern Expansion city that they started in), he 
could use some connections through his father Beren, and didn't uncle 
Belegund used to work there? They were even more powerful in the info 
trade than the Dwarven information academies. Yes, MITTENS would be the 
best to take the pod to. It would be a long trip though. 


He adjusted the solar sails to slow his orbit of the sun to allow his craft to fall 
inwards. After that the sails wouldn't be of much use for the inwards journey 
except for braking and a bit of steering. This far out he'd need to use the 
engine as well for some initial acceleration, but this far out an engine burn 
probably wouldn't be seen. There would be the other groups and authorities 
that would try to tax or seize his find, but technically their authority only 
extended to 1.5 light seconds beyond the orbit of the farthest moon from 
their planet. That wouldn't stop them from trying though. He could argue his 
way out of such an encounter if he had to, but he'd prefer not to. 


The Pod 


Had been primarily solar sail driven, with a magnetically enhanced sail. 
Similar to the previous one, but obviously slightly updated. Its travel time 
would have probably been a bit over 1 Martian decade. It had a redundancy 
mechanism of being able to split into 6 smaller pods if it became significantly 
damaged. 
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It had contained, in addition to basic news, an invitation for science 
academies of the Sol system to ‘collaborate’ (as much as was possible given 
the time delay) with those of the Centauri system on the development of a 
technology which both systems had, by themselves, been making very slow 
progress. The technology of Hibernation, which would allow interstellar travel 
for people, indeed living things at all, as the travel time for larger craft 
would still take several martian millenia. As some people know, the initial 
colony craft had to be a hollowed out asteroid with a protocolony living 
inside and all necessary information, including our history until its departure, 
education programs and instructions and procedure for setting up a full 
colony upon arrival, stored on long life computers. 

The pod had also contained notes, reports and articles from their own 
progress, including a recent minor breakthrough, for our own academies to 
build on and return in kind any progress on this side. 

Since then, all our universities and academies have made some progress, 
although the breakthrough was made by the Neptunian Academy of 
Biotechnology (Triton). After sending our initial progress notes to Centauri 
immediately following that breakthrough 2 martian decades ago, NAB are 
sending our final animal trial, along with further notes, in 2 triton orbits. 

We all look forward to hearing from the Centauri Wisps and maybe even for 
the first time, meeting one of them. 


The Planning 


Elwing was of course surprised to find that she had been shortlisted as a 
possible specialist for the Gas Giant Colony Project. She had only recently 
finished her PhD in Floatation and Atmospheric Buoyancy studies, which 
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wasn't exactly a rare field of study. What's more, her current job at the 
Floatation Museum Of Steampunk and Related Styles on the city ship Vingilot 
(an older ci’ship, second generation, built partly from donated and partly 
from traded materials), she had gotten through her uncle Earendis. Perhaps 
he had recommended her again. 


Of course the project was still in early stages yet. There was still plenty of 
discussion, and debate, about which Gas Giant to choose. The different 
factions within the Elven Union were all making bids, but the main debates 
were on the actual physical conditions on each Gas Giant. Whether to go 
with Saturn because it was larger and closer to the Sun and would get more 
light for solar power etc, or to go with Neptune or Uranus where the more 
varied atmospheric composition would make the buoyancy question easier. 


The Venus Colony had originally been a joint venture between the Dwarves 
and the Martians. The Dwarves’ industrial expertise and infrastructure for 
preparation and the Martians’ experience in sealed and new environments, 
although Venusian dwellings didn't need to be sealed all the time. The 
population came from both as well, as the gravity well was in between that 
of the two contributors, but closer to Earth's. The Venusian Anari, now were 
almost as short as dwarfs (many described them as half-dwarfs), but 
significantly more agile. The Gas Giant Colony Colony, was now a joint 
project between the Anari and the Martians with some contribution from the 
Dwarves and of course the Elves from the moons of whichever gas giant was 
chosen. The Anari weren't used to permanently sealed environments, i.e. 
one with a fully hostile atmosphere or no atmosphere outside. But they were 
the ones who knew the most about buoyancy. It would also be the same 
gravity that the Anari were used to, as clearly Jupiter was too difficult to 
even consider as a first Gas Giant Colony. 


Settling in The Winds 
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The first ci’ship was named Foundation. While the name sort of made sense 
for starting a colony, it was mostly a joke. After all, not only was it a ci’ship, 
ie without any foundation, it was also sailing on a gas giant, with no ground 
to use as a foundation. They had eventually settled on Uranus because of 
buoyancy and because of the interesting thermal columns with potential for 
power generation opportunities. 

Now, in the (2nd/3rd?) generation, the descendents of the mixed Martian and 
Elven initial population called themselves either Teleri, Falmari or Sindar, 
depending on whom you asked. Falmari the Sailing Elves referring to the 
obvious fact that they were Elves in ships or Sindar the Grey Elves being a 
mix of Martian and Elven as well as being further from the sun. The 
namesakes were related anyway and some were suggesting to leave Teleri 
for when Saturn might be colonised. 

The dialect was gradually starting to not only merge but even shift as well, 
from Martian and Uranus Orbit Elven, as had to be specified now. The 
Martian dialect of course, as the second oldest solar dialect, came from the 
original Dwarven dialect, except that the dwarves have more than one 
language, and so there was some linguistic variety in the founding of Mars 
although subsequent shifts were only natural shifts. The various Elven 
dialects and sub-dialects came from both Dwarves and Martians 
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Ygqgdraseinn 


Once upon atime, a family were going for a walk in the woods when they 
found a strange sapling. Even with their pocket book on field and forest 
botany they couldn't identify it. 


Once upon a timey wimey mess, at some point in the Time War, earlier in the 
timeline of this forest, a bit of stray chronoloptic radiation twisted together 
Kauri with Silver Fern and strangeness. 

Few on that world had any knowledge of the Time War. 


Once upon a time the same family went back to the same woods 30 years 
later, to walk and reminisce. Some of the children had brought along their 
own children as well as their spouses. 

They came to the same spot where they'd found the strange sapling and 
found that it had become a strange tree, quite a large strange tree. Some of 
the young men decided to try climbing it. 

“It seems larger once you're climbing it!” 

“Yeah, this route seems easier now than it looked from the ground.” 

“I think I'll stay on the ground anyway thanks!” a voice from below. 

“Look! There's a crack here, a hollow in the tree. I'm going to try climbing 
inside.” 

“Be careful!” another voice from below. 

“I'll come too.” 

“This hollow seems a bit bigger than it should. For the size of the tree.” 
“Maybe... it's definitely too dark. | could use my phone light, but | don't want 
to drop it. Let's come back with torches.” 


Once upon a time, or a few weeks later anyway, the 3 brothers and one 
brother in law and even one of the wives came back to the strange tree. This 
time they had ropes, torches and even a headlamp. 

They climbed up the strange tree again, this time exploring the outside of it 
a bit more. It definitely seemed bigger once you climbed up it. They thought 
about bringing measuring instruments next time. 

Then they found the hollow again. Turning on their torches, they climbed 
inside. 

“You said that this seemed ‘a bit’ bigger than it should?” 
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“Yeah. More than ‘a bit’.” 

“How about 'vast’?” 

“What's that way out in the centre?” 

“Probably more strangeness. Let's look around the edge first.” 

“You want to continue to explore this space-bending weirdness?” 

“It's why we came back here isn't it?” 

They walked around the edge of the cavernous tree hollow, trailing behind 
them the rope by which they had come down the short drop from the rim of 
the crack. When they got to the end of the rope, they tied another rope to it. 
When they got near the end of that rope, they decided that they needed to 
come back with even more equipment, more rope at least. They left some of 
their rope there, attaching some of it as a guide. 

“Do you think we're allowed to attach stuff to the tree?” 

“Well, it's not like it's a native tree. | don't think it's even native to this 
planet.” 


Once upon a fortnight later they returned, with more rope, more lights (and 
some little reflective waymarkers), more of the family (most of whom 
planned to only come just inside the crack, after the rope ladder up to the 
crack had been set up) and more food. 

The exploring party set off, occasionally flashing a light at the party 
picnicking by the entrance to communicate that they were fine. When 
eventually they came back, it was nearly lunchtime. 

“That was an hour and a half you were gone! How big is this strange place?” 
“Well we weren't going very fast in the dark, but it still must be multiple 
kilometres in circumference.” 

“After lunch, we'll have a look at that thing out in the centre.” 

“It looks like it's glowing slightly, whatever it is.” 

It seemed to take slightly longer than it should have, to get to the centre, 
given the circumference of the cavernous hollow. As they got close, the glow 
seemed brighter, although there seemed to be something shaded above. 
Getting closer still, they saw what appeared to be a globe, half illuminated, 
apparently from below, although they couldn't see the light source. It also 
looked higher up than before, and supported apparently by only a thin tendril 
from below. Or perhaps not quite so thin. 

“Where does it attach? At the base?” 

“Maybe at a point on either side? Which would make sense if this chain of 
strangeness leads where | think it does.” 

“Is it still getting thicker as we approach?” 

“Probably. Or something similar.” 
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“What?” 

When they reached the base of the 'thin tendril’, it was more than twice as 
thick as the trunk outside had seemed from the ground, although the base 
itself was a mound, thicker again. 

As they were climbing the small mound, its steepness seemed to decrease, 
at least for the side they were on, until at the top, stomach churningly, the 
tendril seemed close to horizontal. Local gravity was different to that of the 
mound. 

“While I'm glad to have a bit more light here, I'm also glad that | can't see 
the depth to the floor... or wall below us... or whatever direction | should call 
it.” 

“That makes it Better for you?” 

After tentatively testing the tendril vine, they found that it was the middle of 
the local tube of gravity. At least crossing it should be safe enough. Then 
they decided that that crossing should wait until yet another visit, with 
overnight packs. 


It was later decided that the way this tree thing was going, it would be better 
to allow several days. This of course made it more difficult to synchronise 
leave from their respective workplaces, but they came back individually to 
make preparations. 

As they made preparations, they also discussed and hypothesised as to what 
they might find next and what the globe might be. 

“Probably a world, the way things are going.” 

“As in a planet? It did sort of look like it, but a planet isn't just slightly bigger 
than a tree. A planet is huge.” 

“So how long of a path do you think it would take to scale up to a planet?” 
“Well... considering this 'tree’, the path probably would be long enough 
however long it needs to be.” 


And later... 


“If it is another planet or something there, then does that make this ‘tree 
between the worlds’ 'Yggdrasil’?” 

“Looks like it only connects to one other world though.” 

“So combine it with an old Norse word for one...” for which they quickly 
check online... “Einn? Yggdraseinn?” 
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When they assembled together again they had brought a few friends as well. 
They started discussing whether and what to say publicly about the tree, the 
Yggdraseinn. 

“What would we even call it?” 

“Didn't we call it Yggdraseinn?” 

“No, | mean for a Latin name.” 

“Would it get it's own Genus or does it look related to something else?” 
(Which was already starting to go over the heads of a few of them) 

“Didn't we decide it was alien? ... Although...” 

“Perhaps it looks vaguely like kauri?” 

“Somehow it sort of looks like a cross between a tree fern anda 
spermatophyte tree ... um a seed plant tree ... you know, like a conifer or a 
flowering tree or something.” 

“Yeah. Perhaps.” 

“Maybe silver fern and kauri?” 

“Well, kauri is Agathis australis and silver fern is Cyathea dea/bata.” 

“Would you hybridise them? ‘Agathea...’” 

“Perhaps hybridise the genus, perhaps just combined with a hyphen, and use 
Yggdraseinn for the species name.” 

“Agathea yggdraseinn.“ 

“Yes.” 


When they went up, everyone went this time to the base of the mound, 
carrying less up the ladder and more from what they had already stored 
inside on their individual preparatory visits. By this time they had arranged 
for some of them to have over a week available if they got it set up safe 
enough for individuals to stay alone. 

Some of the next generation wanted to come and see the strangeness of 
gravity that they had heard about. The adults wanted to get guide ropes and 
safety lines set up first, and eventually perhaps some sort of bridge. 

Two of the adults went ahead to see how the tendril-trunk changed further 
on, a rope between them looped around the tendril-trunk with rings to allow 
it to slide along, while the others started setting up the fixed ropes at the 
base. 
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Tales From Mount Earth And 
Surroundlands 


The Visitors 


He said that he had been geocaching with some friends, when they had 
stumbled into some place with no GPS fix. Not even any reception of any 
kind. And that it had taken them some time to find their way back out to the 
land of reception and GPS. 

“How long is Some?” | asked him. 

“Well... that is a story. ” he replied. 


They had soon come upon a clearing that wasn't mentioned on the map and 
Saw a large mountain where there was only supposed to be low hills. 

The mountain that shouldn't exist gave them a landmark to navigate by, now 
that they had no GPS. 

Then they found a tiny trickle of a creek, flowing down across one corner of 
the clearing, which gave them something to follow. 

They followed the trickle, with the mountain on their right, until it was joined 
by another, then followed the larger trickle until it was joined by another tiny 
creek and a track. 

The track eventually took them to a dirt road, alongside what was now a 
stream. 
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After they had been following the road downstream for a few minutes, they 
heard a rumbling behind them. They turned and saw an ox drawn cart 
coming towards them from the direction of the mountain. 

“Heading to the inn?” Asked the carter “Climb in. If you'll excuse the pun.” 
Still confused by their new surroundings, and probably looking slightly dazed, 
they did as the carter invited. 

“I've just been taking supplies to the mine, as | do. You been hunting? Looks 
like you didn't have much luck. Or are you travelers? 

Tell you what, the innkeeper's a friend of mine so I'll shout you a meal for 
tonight. | can probably sort you a room as well. If you're hungry now I'm 
afraid all I've got is some of those nice nuts that grow near the mine.” 

The carter turned out to be quite friendly and talkative. They however, were 
still quietened by their new experience. 


After an hour or so they arrived at a public house of some sort, presumably 
the inn. The sign outside called it The Mountain Crescent. It had a yard and 
stables to one side and a veggie garden to the other side. 

The carter parked his cart in the yard and unhitched the oxen. He seemed to 
trust them enough without tying them up. Then they followed him in. That's 
where things started to get a bit more strange. 

“In what way?” | asked. 

“There weren't just humans in the inn. People bringing their pets you might 
expect, but | don't mean pets.” He replied “But even the pets were strange.” 
Such as what looked like a miniature taniwha that someone had sitting on 
their shoulder. Creatures that didn't belong not just didn't belong in this part 
of the world, but didn't belong in the real world at all, except in stories, and 
others that didn't belong in this time, such as what looked like a moa but 
smaller, then his ecologist friend had pointed out that there had been many 
smaller species of moa as well before they had been hunted to extinction. 
Other strangeness included the large, apparently English speaking tui that 
was singing in the band. So when the Bar Minotaur asked for their orders, 
they were hardly surprised. 

Their carter friend then came over to introduce them. 

“Evening Boris. These are some travelers | met on the road. Boris is an old 
friend, my Bessie is a cousin of his. She’s a talker but Betsy's a quiet. Bessie 
keeps an eye on her when I'm away though.” 

“Bessie and Betsy...” 

“By talker you mean...” 
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“My two hard working cart pullers by agreement. Bessie can talk... wait a 
minute. You must have come across the border. | remember hearing that 
there's one around here. Boris, | think they came over the border! You ask 
them about it. You're better at that sort of thing.” 

“Did you stumble in from the world of Science and Electrics and inteynets?” 
Boris asked them carefully. “Is it your first time?” 

They hesitantly confirmed that this was the case. 

“Humans do occasionally. You could settle down somewhere around here, or 
if you want to learn a bit more about the world, enough to be able to return 
home, then you'll want to head to town. Not just the village, the big town. 
Although you'll be going through the village on the way, my cousin on the 
other side runs the inn there. The Village Crescent, us minotaurs aren't very 
imaginative with names I'm afraid.” 

“You might even want to go exploring,” added the carter. “My uncle did that. 
Just don't explore too much near the edge though. Dangerous place is the 
edge. Beautiful but dangerous.” 

“Are you heading on to the village tomorrow John?” 

“That |am mate.” said the carter. 

“John can give you a lift as far as the village tomorrow and my cousin can 
probably give you free board tomorrow night, new border travellers will be 
popular. If you need something to sell then your news will be a popular 
currency.” 


So they went with John the Carter to the village and stayed at The Village 
Crescent. 

They met the village school teacher, who turned out to be knowledgeable 
enough to fuel their curiosity. 

“There are quite a few cracks between your world and this,” he said after 
he’d found out that they were not only travellers but new across the border. 
“Sometimes our world has major cities or kingdoms near these borders. Such 
as Atlantis, or the famous Kingdom of Stormhold near your world's village of 
Wall in ... what do you call it? Angleland? 

You can learn more from some of the places in town, the little college, the 
postal guildhouse and probably other travellers too. Actually, | think they 
have a resident wizard at the moment, he can probably tell you a bit as 
well.” 


Barry, the innkeeper at the Village Crescent, arranged their travel to town, 
after they agreed to tell a story at the inn in the evening, and said that his 
sister could probably get them rooms at the inn in town. 
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“The town Crescent?” They asked. 

“She works there. She don't own the place.” 

“The Crescent is a popular inn name specifically with minotaurs?” 

“Not just inns mate, taverns too. Our horns sort of make a crescent see?” 


“So you come from Round World? Where 'Down’ is relative?” 

They were at the college, talking with some of the teachers, including the 
local wizard, who was a part time teacher. 

“Within the geography of your world, ours would look like a number of 
isolated cracks on the ball. In our world, yours is like a plate with cracks 
leading in. But the cracks have different relative positions in the different 
worlds. 

It's complicated. More complicated than even | understand. But you may find 
that getting back isn't so simple. I've heard that the cracks might even 
move, but I'm not sure how that works.” 

“There might be a school in one of the bigger cities that could help them.” 
“Not likely. All the cities and little kingdoms in the cracks are usually focused 
on petty squabbles.” 

“Maybe one of the Rim kingdoms then?” 

“Possibly, but | heard that some of the kingdoms down in the near 
Surroundlands have big universities with real academic focus.” 

“Rim Kingdoms? We heard of the 'Edge’ as well...” they asked the teachers 
“The cracked plate is on a round table only slightly larger than the plate.” 
replied one teacher. 

“And the table is called Mount Earth.” another added. 

“The Surroundlands?” 

“The 'Lands’ that 'Surround’ Mount Earth.” Was the slightly condescending 
reply. 

They enquired as to why they had been warned against the Rim. 

“Oh, you do have to be careful on the Rim, and follow safety procedures if 
you intend to go down. And obviously don't enter the water anywhere near 
the Rimfall.” 

“People have been washed over before.” 

“But it's perfectly safe if you follow the safety procedures.” 


“You may as well head towards the Rim then,” said their minotauress friend 
at the inn that evening “keep both options open. Even if you're going down 
anyway, you might like to see one or two of the Rim Kingdoms on the way. 
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Just stay away from Krull, they're a sort of a pirate kingdom. They're not too 
close to here though.” 

“How do we get there?” They asked. 

“There's probably a postal cart going that way. You could even sign up as 
casual Guild associates. Some travellers do you know. Or internships. Just as 
an affordable way to travel.” 


So they decided the next morning to go visit the local office of this Postal 
Guild that they'd heard so much about. They were given forms to sign and 
lessons and lectures to listen to, they were given maps to study, mostly 
local, and short tests to sit. Then they practiced sorting mail for a few hours 
with a basic lunch provided part way through. Then after an afternoon tea of 
something like scroggin they were given some time to check out of the inn 
and bring their bags to the guild dorm. 

“If that was just to become casual Guild associates, then what does it take to 
sign up to be apprenticed as full guild members?” 

“Oh, not much more to start with. You'd get more training as you go.” 


They didn't have much baggage, having stumbled into this strange world by 
accident, so once they'd checked out of the inn they took a more scenic 
route around the town back to the guildhouse. 

That evening, after dinner, they were fitted for their official Associate 
Postmen’s Boots. You could tell the rank and experience of a postman, they 
were told, by the quality of their boots, or apparently even by the strength of 
enchantment on their boots, if you had an eye for magical details. The true 
veterans for example had the privilege of wearing Seven League Boots. 

The next morning, they had more practice sorting mail. In the afternoon, 
they sorted the real mail for their trip the next day. Mostly larger packages. 
The small stuff, ie letters, was generally taken by foot, apparently even for 
long distance 

Then they remembered that the feet in question were presumably wearing 
enchanted boots. 

“You probably wouldn't even need Seven League Boots for most inter-town 
stuff.” One of them said “When you think about how long seven leagues 
actually is...” 


Postal Guild membership helped when crossing disputed borders. There were 
a few of these early on, but the Guild were treated as neutrals. 


27 


While they were sitting in the back of the mail cart, they had maps to study, 
of each of the cities that they'd be passing through. They would have to do 
some short local deliveries in each, while the horses were being changed. 
They also had some more of the scroggin stuff to snack on, or trail mix, as 
the American member of their group called it. 

They were given relatively safe neighbourhoods to deliver in at each city, 
although obviously they still had to split their group. They soon decided to 
make a competition of it, with the local postmaster being the judge at each 
city. 

As they got closer to the Rim, some of the cities, and even some of the 
smaller towns and villages, started to look better built, not so much built just 
for war. The architecture spoke of both good defence and a strong 
mercantile and academic presence, as if military was still something to be 
considered, but wasn't the most important thing. 

When they reached a Rim Kingdom Capital, they decided to stay a few extra 
days to see if they could learn any more. 

They were given some similar information to what they had already learned, 
but gained some new information as well. For example they learnt more 
about the rumour they'd heard about cracks moving. 

“Not all crack borders move. And of those that do, not all of them move on 
both sides.” 

Their puzzled looks implied that further explanation was required. 

“In your world and this world. A border might always be at the same place in 
your world, but never in the same place in this world. Or vice versa. You 
might be able to find the same place again from here, but it takes you to a 
completely different part of your world.” 

They also learnt a bit more about Mount Earth in general. 

“Working together with the Postal Guild, we managed to discover the 
circumference of Mount Earth. The useful thing about Seven League Boots, 
from an academic perspective, is that when active, they always step exactly 
seven leagues. 

It turned out to be thirty nine thousand, four hundred and ten leagues. Your 
world, the cracks and the rim.” 

“Also, we calculated, with some estimation, that the height is about eight 
thousand leagues. Although some of our estimates must have been off, 
because we have learned from our Surroundland counterparts that it is 
notably more than that.” 

They also noticed some landscape artworks that were presumably of various 
parts of The Rim. Seemingly bottomless cliffs, and sea sized waterfalls that 
looked like they fell into nothing. 
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Once they were on the move again, they started studying the maps more 
closely, of the Rim and of the near Surroundlands. 

The Rim Kingdom that they had just visited the capital of, had another major 
city sitting right on the Rim. 


Eventually they reached The Rim. The road didn't descend from the middle 
of the city, but a little way out from it, clockwise along the Rim. There was a 
large rimfall to their right, further clockwise, a sea rimfall which when seen 
for one's self looked both more amazing and much more terrifying than the 
artwork they had seen. 

One of them had to ask the question, 

“If the water is always falling over the edge, then why doesn't it run out? 
What supplies all the water or brings it back?” 

“Magic of course.” Was the answer. 

They could see some white shapes down below. 

“Are those snowy mountains at the base?” 

“They look too fluffy for mountains, no sharp edges. Maybe they're sheep.” 
“I think we're probably too high to see sheep from this distance.” 

“Those are clouds..... probably quite big clouds if we can actually see them 
from right here at the top.” 

No-one replied for some time. 

Eventually someone said, “I feel like we’re in...um... The Silver Chair." 


They were given final instructions before they left 

“On your way down you'll pass through the cliffhanger villages of Narrow 
Ledge and Ledge, before reaching the vertical Kingdom of Cluff. Two of you 
will have mailbags for them and two more bags are for Cluff. The villages will 
feed you, and in Cluff there are Guild houses the rest of the bags are going 
all the way down.” 


As they passed through these villages, somewhat vertical with some normal 
houses and some hanging, hugging the cliffside, they were told stories and 
heard rumours of a great kingdom of dwarves under Mount Earth. They also 
heard more tales of the kingdoms and empires of the closest surroundlands 
and the Kingdom of Cluff. 


At the border they were welcomed into the Cluff city of Ladge, full of ladder 
pathways and vertical cliff hugging buildings, and shown to the city Post 
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Office. The people of Cluff all seemed to have a slightly strange build, their 
arms especially being too thick and slightly too long. 

"Yo'll tire quckly of the ludders wuth yor luttle arms." their escort replied to 
their cautious enquiry. 

At the Post Office, having stated their plans, the Postmaster told them the 
option of hastening their descent, the Cluff Lufts or the Eelevator over by the 
Seafall. 

"Eelevator?" 

"We work with the great cliff eels of the Seafall." 

The postmaster and the staff were more used to dealing with foreigners. 
"We'd be riding eels?" 

"Most of them aren't quite big enough for that, though some are. The 
Eelevator is a vertical boat pulled by the great eels." 

"Is it safe?" 

"They won't eat you, but occasionally someone isn't able to count as high as 
they used to on their fingers." 

"Perhaps we'll take the first option." 


The next day they helped sort mail and make a few local deliveries, although 
as predicted they found the ladders tiring soon enough. The following 
morning they set out on the Ladge to Clunk luft, with stops at Clank, Clund 
and Clambert. 

As they gradually descended, over a week or so, they discussed and 
theorised, when not looking at the strange scenery, about the dwarven 
kingdom. 

“and if we're in The Silver Chair, then why not gnomes of underland?" 

The Cluffers had so far refused to comment. 


During their descent as well as in their stay in Ladge they heard snatches of 
song, generally along a similar theme. 


O the Kluffs are taall and the sea doth faall, 
So take care on the paths upon the waall. 
Watch your step or ya might faall, 

Carefully step along the waall. 

O if you try, tot learn to fly, 

You may find that you might die. 

So take care when jumping, upun the waall. 
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Two months and several different luft lines later, they reached the 
mountainous foothills of Mount Earth and the Cluffer city of Flaat (so called 
because compared to the other cities in Cluff it may as well have been 
horizontal). 


Tales of Postal Exploration 


The postman, an explorer-diplomat, carrying invitations from the Guild and 
his MUPB (Magical Universal Phrase Book: an expensive enchanted book that 
could adapt to languages that its authors hadn’t encountered), and wearing 
SLBs {Seven League Boots}, strode forward. It was often difficult to see 
much detail while walking with SLBs, just a brief glimpse at each boot 
landing location. Sometimes there were awkward accidents. 

Suddenly, in mid stride, he felt a dampness around his toes on his forward 
foot, the one warning of a large body of water ahead. He stopped and 
withdrew his foot. He very carefully took a smaller step forward, a seventh of 
a league. If fraction-steps didn’t work he might have to change boots, but he 
could smell salt on the breeze now. He took another tiny step forward. He 
found himself knee deep in water. Well measuring precisely was impossible 
anyway, so he carefully took off his boots and waded ashore. 

He had been sent by the guild to explore beyond the edges of their current 
rounds. To find new lands and new civilisations, to boldly go where no mail 
had been posted before. He had left behind the vast empires and great 
unions and republics of the heartlands immediately around Mt Earth, most of 
them broader than Mt Earth itself, the large nations and moderate sized 
empires of the outer heartlands, and the numerous small nations and 
kingdoms of varying sizes that covered the vast midlands, and even the 
fiefdoms and territories at the fringes of the guild’s postal rounds. Now he 
was several weeks journey into the unknown. 

He had already added a few more fiefdoms to the map, to later receive new 
post offices. But now, for the past couple of weeks, he was going through 
mainly uninhabited wilderlands, apart from the occasional isolated village or 
town. 

Staring out across the water, he got out his quanticular periscope to get a 
higher viewpoint {a whole league higher. The quanticular periscope, 
designed at the Institute of Ventquagale, is taller on the inside.}, as he had 
been doing a couple of times a day to add to the map. Failing to sight any 
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land or opposite shore, he attached the telescope module. Still nothing {one 
needs to remember that in a world without curvature, one should in theory 
be able to see further in suitable conditions}, what sort of sea or ocean was 
this? Wait, what might be a tiny island out to the right. It probably wouldn’t 
be a good idea to try to step directly to the island and hope to island hop 
across the water, it would require very precise measurement. Better to look 
for a coastal town or village or something that might have a boat, if there 
was any habitation around, then the coast was a likely place for it. He started 
looking along the shore with his quanticular periscope, that could be a village 
over there to the right with that plume of smoke. Nothing the other way, so, 
putting his boots back on, he decided to head right. As he expected to be 
there in a couple of steps, he didn’t tie his boots up too thoroughly. 

It took a bit longer than he expected to reach the area where he had seen 
the plumes of smoke, and then it turned out to be the outskirts of a city, 
rather than an isolated village. And he was encouraged to head further in, to 
the city proper. 


The Chrognomes 


Part 1 
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They had fled the disasters on earth, or rather their great-great- 
grandparents had. Some of those disasters natural, some civil. The Great 
Portal was the best option, the Mars Project was too expensive for most, the 
Portal mostly just manipulated the natural instabilities in the fine fabrics of 
space-time. Many didn't even get that option. 

They were told that Great Portal would carry them far through space, to a 
new world. They were also told that it was safe, which fortunately turned out 
to be true, not that those who made such promises had mentioned testing it. 
They had arrived in a strange place with giant plants, and slow giant 
animals. It was a while before they even started guessing what had 
happened and where they were, even once they started to half recognise 
some of the flora and fauna. It wasn't until halfway through the fourth slow 
year that they had mostly figured out the full story, that the Great Portal had 
transported them through time and had changed how they fit into both 
space and time. They had become smaller (approximately one third of 
original size as was later worked out) and passed through time faster (about 
twice as fast), hence everything else seemed both bigger and slower. 

As their population grew and spread out, they fortunately managed to 
preserve most of the knowledge that they had brought with them, especially 
histories, remembering who they were (or had been), and some of the 
science. 

Once they started seeing humans, or “big people”, and their settlements, 
they could guess as to when they had been carried to. The big groups of 
soldiers with plumed helmets and big square shields were a good clue. 

The other important thing about finding big people, especially when their 
own population was growing, was the need to avoid discovery. The science 
that they had kept was useful for that, as it had been in coping with the 
agricultural challenges of the different relative time. The big people's slow 
reaction times were also useful in avoiding their attention. 

The third generation had started to see more variety in their populations 
than the preserved science told them to expect, even the more exaggerated 
estimates. The fourth generation saw even more, and with the communities 
continuing to spread out, the different populations were tending in different 
directions, some getting slightly shorter on average, some getting slightly 
pointy ears. 

It wasn't until this generation that some people were now suggesting that 
they were, or rather their grandchildren would be, the gnomes and dwarves 
of old human legend. 
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Part 2 


In earlier generations, closer to the time of the Gnoming (when it had been 
suggested that they were becoming gnomes), questions had been put 
forward such as 'what about the stereotyped habitats of the different 
varieties of gnome?’ and 'What about the supposed magical abilities of 
mythical peoples?’ and even 'How many varieties of gnome are we supposed 
to be?’ 

But already the shorter varieties were starting to prefer living underground, 
especially in hollows under tree roots and occasionally sharing dens with 
animals at that stage, and some of the slightly taller, pointy eared varieties 
were starting to prefer living among tree branches, some varieties even took 
a liking to living carefully on the outskirts of big people settlements. No-one 
had ever ‘lived inside a mushroom or toadstool’, but there were plenty of 
mycellium around the subterranean homes which might have given rise to 
that confusion. 

Later, different varieties started taking preferences for different tasks and 
industries as well. The Dwarves for example took up most of the mining and 
metallurgy work, and the other varieties were happy to let them. The tree 
Elfs took up forestry and orcharding. The Duwende in the east developed a 
kind of symbiotic agriculture with some insect species. 

Other Elfs took up tailoring and leather work. 

Soon they developed not just preferences but considerable natural ability 
and instinct for their chosen industries. 


There was even an incident where a few Elfs took pity on a big person 
cobbler and helped him make some extra shoes. This led to considerable 
debate over secrecy vs moral obligation to help those in need, even big 
people. 

Some started to get on unusually well with animals, which worked well when 
the animal acted as cover for them around big people, then they in turn 
made sure that the animal didn't get into trouble on their behalf. This 
presumably gave rise to stories among big people across many continents 
about shape shifters. 
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Eventually, as technology and technique developed further for hiding them, 
some subterranean cities and woodland towns developed. 


As they spread, and the big people cities developed, another, smaller variety 
arose. They called themselves the dump gnomes and the rat people as they 
shared their habits with rats, some even used the name krobolds. They lived 
around the rubbish heaps of human towns, recycling and repurposing a wide 
variety of things that humans and even other gnomes considered useless 
and of no value. 


Gradually, the Gnome peoples started forming their own stories and 
mythology. 
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The Singularity Plane 


The Cracks 


The Cracks appeared all at once, all over the world, and, as was later 
discovered, some distance above and below it as well. 

They couldn't be closed or widened, (although eventually crude gates were 
made) and they didn't only appear in solid objects. No one knew what 
created them and no one ever found out. More importantly, going through 
them didn't just lead to the obvious other side on earth. 


A few people went through by themselves without preparation, sometimes 
by accident, and some of these got lost or met an accident. Some survived 
and returned however, some of them had only intended a quick look anyway. 
Most governments however sent scouts through, and tried to wall off public 
access to what Cracks they could. Some governments just did the walls 
without the scouts. 


Most visual descriptions of the other side used words like “flat”, “empty”, 
and “colourless”, and “black”... And also “weird” and “strange”. Fortunately 
there seemed to be breathable air, although no sign of what made it 
breathable. 

The timings of the scouts’ returns had seemed strange, and inconsistent with 
their reports as well as with each other. Some returned after 5 minutes and 
claimed to have been away for an hour, others returned 2 hours later and 
said that they'd only been in there for half an hour. 


The next wave of scouts were sent through with timepieces. When this wave 
came back the results seemed to confirm the initial timing claims with the 
timepieces showing differing amounts of time elapsed. 

It was tested again with more expensive timepieces and again time seemed 
to pass at several different speeds in this other place, although they were 
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starting to see some relationship between the timespeed and distance as 
well as direction. 


Research outposts were set up on the other side of the cracks, even a few 
joint research outposts. Exploratory research was sometimes made difficult 
by the time differences, but progress was made in understanding this 
strange plane. 

Cracks underground in the normal universe were discovered by finding 
places, especially in the slower direction, where rock or soil had spilled 
through. Even lava was reported when the scouts eventually came back, it 
was further in the slow direction. 

Distance in the slow direction on the strange side of the cracks seemed to 
relate to depth beneath earth's surface on the earth side of the cracks, so 
higher, floating cracks were theorised to exist in the faster direction. Scouts 
were warned not to fall through the hypothetical cracks. 


In some places, especially around the surface level cracks, plants and 
animals seemed to have come through. Plant and soil samples were carried 
out some distance in the fast direction to see how they coped on the plane, 
and to get results sooner. 


As the cracks were gradually mapped, it was found that they were slightly 
denser in the slow direction. They also seemed to be arranged in a giant 
circle, the surface level cracks in a ring, the subsurface ones slowward and 
inward and the high altitude ones (most of them still hypothetical, but some 
found on mountains) fastward and outward. 

Questions of course were raised as to the nature of the centre and how far 
outward the plane went. Comparisons were made to gravity wells and 
singularities and light speed and the relationship between speed and time. 


As exploration and research continued, and the outposts grew, eventually 
some features of a sort, other than the cracks, were discovered on the 
apparently featureless plane. Certain areas of the ground seemed to respond 
to certain inputs. The first one discovered for example was when lights were 
being set up for a patch of ground, and the ground glowed in response for 
several hours after the lights were turned off. So a botanical research 
outpost was of course set up in the area. Later other types were found. In 
one place, when water was spilled the spill grew bigger, although it slowed 
down soon after. (when another water-based solution such as coffee was 
spilt, it grew, but became more dilute. Only the water was increased.) 
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Sometimes more of the same patches were found as well, the glowing 
patches seemed to be the most common. 

Of course the process of setting up new research outposts always seemed, to 
those outside, and even to those slowwards in the plane, to happen rather 
quickly, but to those at fastward outposts, supplies seemed rather slow to 
arrive. 


Some who spent much time in the Singularity Plane found that they started 
dreaming of the infinite plane. These dreams were often only mildly 
disturbing, partly as the dreamer found their mind trying to fit around 
infinity, and partly the awe of seeming to see infinity. The feeling was 
described as "like the feeling of looking at a huge majestic mountain, only 
bigger and flatter." 


Cooperation increased and alliances grew between different research groups. 
Due to the differences in timespeed, getting support all the way from earth 
became difficult and a joint support organisation developed. Singularity 
Plane Development Companies Alliance or SPDevCo Alliance, of which the 
Pioneering Corporation (PiCor) took the exploration front. 
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The Holohorses 


The Time War had affected many races and worlds that were not 
participants, such as this world. It was now however, all but forgotten. But 
it's scars were not. Strange mixes of different technologies, many of which 
may as well be described as magic to those who hadn't studied the science 
behind it. Then there were also sometimes the strange ‘creatures’, resulting 
from either these technologies, or the Time War itself. The exact origins of 
most of these anomalies are more thoroughly forgotten than the Time War, 
which few remember even as a name for the ‘historic event’ (although such 
a term is difficult to apply for any time travel action), although the terms 
'Twarish’ and 'Tmarian’ did develop, by different meshings of the 2 words. 
The terms are now used, effectively to describe the origin of, by use as 
categories for, the anomalies left behind eg ‘Twarish magic’ or ‘Tmarian 
creatures’. 


Neither the Time War nor time travel nor any direct effects thereof come into 
this story. Just the Anomalies. 

Especially the Holohorses. 

In later eras the deeds and powers of them and their riders, the Holo-knights, 
became the fabric of legends. 

For now however, | will try to spin a tale of their beginning. The first time a 
wild Holohorse was tamed and ridden. 


First, for readers unfamiliar, what is a Holohorse? 

They are Horse-like creatures apparently living, but able to phase through 
solid objects and even, if they choose, to disappear entirely, leaving only 
their Holochip (although this could be quite a vulnerable state). Perhaps a 
good description would be to say that they are able to choose when they are 
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made of light and when they are composed of solid matter. This of course 
would make them quite difficult to tame. 


Lord Sir Robert the Rider was then just known as Robby. Even the basic 
powers of the holohorses were less well known then. The existence of the 
Holochip, and the vunerability that this meant for the holohorses, was not 
known. Holding a Holochip however, was not the same as actually Taming a 
holohorse, when it reappeared it still wouldn't permit you to ride it. 
Nonetheless, Robby, although he loved watching the holohorses, didn't 
originally set out to tame one. 


Robby was a bard, but while most bards preferred to remain indoors away 
from the weather, Robby loved the outdoors. 


One day while walking between villages, he stopped and sat to watch a herd 
of holohorses. They gradually happened to move slightly closer as they 
grazed, until he stood up suddenly and they vanished. As this was simply 
something that holohorses were known to do he decided to continue on his 
way, but stopped when he noticed some strange small object on the ground. 
He picked it up, put it in his pocket and went on his way. 


The object was in his pocket as he hummed a tune and as he practiced 
songs. 

It was in his pocket when he stopped in a village for the night and sang at 
the tavern. 

It was in his pocket as he continued around the different villages, playing, 
practicing and sometimes composing. 


One night, as he slept in a nearly empty old barn, it fell out of his pocket. In 
the morning, as he was practicing a song, a holohorse appeared. He stopped 
playing and after a couple of seconds it disappeared. He started playing 
again and it reappeared. He continued playing while watching the holohorse 
if he looked at it directly for too long it seemed to flinch and waver. He 
stopped playing again and this time it waited a few seconds longer before 
disappearing. He examined the floor where the holohorse had been standing 
and found a strange small object, checking his pocket he realised that it was 
his. Since he had been playing for a while and he was starting to get hungry, 
he put it back in his pocket and went to look for some breakfast. 
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Later, when he was alone, he decided to experiment more with the object. 
Setting it on the ground in front of him he started to play, and once again the 
holohorse appeared. This creature of light seemed to have a liking for music. 
Perhaps it could even be eventually tamed by it. A creature of light tamed by 
sound. 


Over the next few weeks, when he was alone, he played music for the 
holohorse, until one time while playing he realised that the holohorse no 
longer wavered when he was looking at it. Even looking directly at it for 
several minutes while playing. 

Curious, he stood up (while continuing to play). The horse shimmered and 
flickered. He sat back down. 


When he stopped playing, he stayed sitting for a while and the horse, instead 
of preparing to disappear, put it's head down and started eating the grass 
they were on. It continued to eat even more enthusiastically, it seemed that 
they could go without food for a while in their pebble sized form but were 
glad to eat again once the opportunity arose. Then he stood up, and the 
horse disappeared. 


Gradually, between villages, Robby played for the holohorse and gained a 
little more of its trust. Soon he could stand and then even take a step 
forward, without it disappearing, but only while he kept playing. 


One day, he was playing so close to the horse that it bent it's head down and 
sniffed his hand. Still playing with one hand, he touched the other to the 
horse's cheek. This time, when he stopped playing, the horse didn't 
disappear. It stayed, sniffing him. 

Soon, he just had to play a short tune when the object (which he had started 
calling the holostone, because it looked like a small stone and came from a 
holohorse) was out to encourage the horse to come out, and then could put 
his pipe away and pat the horse. 

But it was still some time before he even tried putting pressure on the 
horse's back as if to mount. Which of course resulted in him falling over 
where the horse had been. 


He tried putting pressure on the horse's back while playing with one hand, 
which was difficult. This time the horse allowed the pressure, even when he 
stopped playing, but the moment he increased the pressure (after he'd 
stopped playing), he fell to the ground as the horse disappeared. 
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A Strange Rescue In The Atlantic 


Jason Hafpriss was a journalist. Or rather he had been. He'd been just setting 
out on his first position abroad (in the Carribean/Central America) when his 
flight was downed over the Atlantic ocean. 

The story of his survival was rather strange. A tale of sea monsters and 
secret cities, vast undersea caverns and hidden civilisations. His return is 
another story. 


When the emergency announcement was made, he, along with most of the 
other passengers on the plane, wished he’d paid more attention in the safety 
briefing. There was panic of course, some of it unhelpful, but most of the 
passengers managed to follow the instructions of the flight attendants and 
somehow they eventually managed to all evacuate to the inflated life rafts. 
The sun was just setting, and if they hadn’t been stranded in the middle of 
the ocean with no land or assistance in sight, it probably would have been 
beautiful. 


They waited and watched for what seemed like hours, but probably was 
much less as the plane slowly sank and so did the sun. They watched as 
troublesome looking clouds rolled in and they mentally prepared themselves 
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for the worst. The plane had sent a distress call, but would help arrive before 
the storm? Some were praying. 


Then, as the twilight darkened quickly under the clouds and the wind picked 
up, something else rose up out of the water. A huge monstrous head, ona 
long neck. The loch ness monster? But they were nowhere near any part of 
the UK, let alone Scotland. An expensive prank? But who would prank 
castaways in the middle of the Atlantic ocean, hundreds of miles from any 
land? The head ducked down below and a range of other smaller heads 
appeared. 


The storm was one thing, but sea monsters were something else. The mood 
on the rafts was changing from resignation to surprised nervousness to fear. 
The first big head reared up again, but this time there were two of them, a 
pair. A two headed sea monster? The fear gradually edged towards panic 
among the population of the boats, with a few of the staff from the downed 
plane trying to keep people calm. Jason meanwhile was too busy noticing the 
pattern among the heads, they were all in pairs, just like the big pair. Was it 
a family of two headed sea monsters? He felt a mix of fear and curiosity, 
after all, the monsters hadn’t actually attacked anyone yet. It looked like 
some children and a few other adults felt the same, a few small children 
were actually laughing at the creatures. 


Suddenly there were people in the water. From the rafts? But they weren’t 
jumping into the water, they were just treading water, and apparently 
calming people down with smiles, and bottles of water. A few looked like 
they were riding on the sea monsters, then a trough between waves exposed 
the back of one of the creatures and it looked like a broad round dome, like 
the creature was some sort of great big two headed sea turtle. Then the big 
one, and the two next biggest, rose up in the water, close to the rafts. They 
were turtles, huge two headed monstrous sea turtles, but stranger and more 
shocking yet was what was on their backs. Cities! Then the honest side of his 
journalistic nature kicked in, “cities” was a considerable exaggeration, 
“Towns” or “Villages” would be more accurate, maybe “large villages” would 
be better than just “villages”. But settlements on the backs of the turtles, 
that looked almost like they had grown from the shells! 


His raft had been raised up on the edge of the shell of the largest beast, who 
definitely had a “Town” rather than a “Large village” on its back, and was 
being nudged up by a smaller, but still rather large turtle creature while the 
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sea people (who apparently lived on these beasts) and more coming down 
from the town, were encouraging the occupants of the raft to come out and 
up to the town. Were they being rescued? 

Some of those who had been praying in sorrow earlier were now starting to 
pray in smiles, as if their God had answered their prayer and sent this 
strange rescue, and come to think of it, who was he to say that they were 
wrong? It was definitely strange enough. 


Once everyone was off the raft and up the shell, inside the boundaries of the 
strange town, they began to sink down again. This caused some initial panic, 
although the sea people tried to reassure them. But then, the water seemed 
to go no higher than the small docks and jetties at the edge of the town. But 
they could see the water continuing to rise further out, a wall of water 
beginning to form. As the wall of water rose, without coming any closer, the 
panic faded and turned into curiosity and wonder. It seemed somewhat 
unreal, like being in a dream, even more so as people started to make 
comparisons to movies that they’d seen. The wall of water became a dome, 
and Jason realised, as some were commenting, that some sort of forcefield 
thing must be holding the water back, forming this giant bubble. A biological 
forcefield? 

The light faded outside, but there were still lights of some sort inside. He got 
the impression that they were still going down. 


He felt his ears pop. 


When people had finished staring at the water, the locals led them further 
into town and fed them. Mostly a variety of seafood and fish, but some other 
stuff as well. Then they were led to accommodation. That night nearly all of 
them stayed in a couple of guesthouses, but later most of them were 
gradually moved in with different local families. 


Over the next few days (they couldn’t see the sun, but they could see a 
general difference in outside light level, and besides which, the locals had 
clocks of a sort, once you learnt how to read them.) they got used to the 
town, and the family of little turtle-villages. They remained submerged for 
most of the day, but sometimes surfaced at night for short periods of time, 
sometimes clear and starry, but usually they preferred a bit of fog. This was 
an opportunity to visit the other villages and see other survivors, as they 
would often surface together. Sometimes during the day they could see fish 
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swimming outside the field if they went close to it. As they got to know the 
locals they also got to know more of their situation, and it seemed that there 
was little chance of them returning to the UK or anywhere they knew any 
time soon. This seemed to be their new home. It was better than drowning or 
dying of exposure, but he wondered how many of the others had families 
waiting for them. For him it wasn’t so bad in that regard, but his father and 
his uncle would be worried, and his boss would be annoyed. His host family 
seemed friendly enough however. There even seemed to be a church here, 
so those survivors who'd been praying seemed happy about it. 


The Sinkhole City 


The earthquake struck in the early hours of the morning. It was felt all through the 
city, but some areas were worse hit than others. There were buildings and roads 
with a few hairline cracks around different parts of the city, but the big cracks were 
lining the edge of a giant sinkhole, and of what would become the Bridge. 

Then there was the fall. Although it was more of a slump, as the hills outside the 
city rose up higher than they should be. Much higher. And a tiny waterfall began to 
fall from the side of a branch of the river. 


That day, people mostly just Survived. They repaired the small things that they 
could, they helped their neighbours and they dealt with the shock of what had 
happened. By the early afternoon half of the children and some of the youth had 
gotten over the shock and were starting to be curious about their new surroundings 
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half underground (Some adults were as well, but they wouldn’t admit it at that 
stage). 

The next day help began to come in from the few suburbs left outside the sinkhole 
and from a few nearby towns. There was a bit of government help eventually, but 
not much, this was the 18th century and they were further north than most cities in 
Canada that could help. 

Then they began to prepare for the real repairs. Not that the damage was too bad in 
most parts of the city, it was mostly just around the edges where the big cracks had 
formed. 


With many schools closed for a while, and many not having a school to go to 
anyway, the children and youth began to explore their now shifted neighbourhoods 
in small groups. Over the next few days they began to explore further, and so one 
group (quickly followed by others) discovered the area that would later become the 
new district of Underbridge. Others near the edges found what later became the 
new outer suburbs (the old outer suburbs became the rim suburbs). Another group 
found a small waterfall and a new stream, falling from what had been a tiny branch 
of a nearby river. 


As the days went by, some began to ask that if God existed then how could he let 
this happen? Others claimed that it was a judgement and a sign that the ‘wicked’ 
people of the city should be punished and their money given to the ‘good’ people 
(but not to the poor). Many others were simply thanking God for saving them and 
the city from disaster and for the new opportunities. 


As days became weeks, repairs shifted to permanence, road cracks (especially at 
the top and bottom of the giant rock bridge) got better temporary bridges. 
Construction began on aqueducts to carry water around the city from the river and 
the stream, a change from carrying by bucket via the bridge. Things began to sort 
of return to a ‘normal’, but it was a new normal, different to what they had known 
before, and it was still years before anything felt completely normal 


The End 


For Now 
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